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IT WAS approaching noon, and the sun was beating down with merciless force from a brilliant, blue sky. Dust 
and chaff rose thick from the roaring grain separator and 
settled on the sweaty shirts of the men who labored to feed 
the machine. Black smoke poured from the steamer's smoke-
stack and slowly dissipated itself in the atmosphere. 
The kid halted his team of horses beside the puffing steam 
engine and clambered slowly down from the rack. Crossing 
over to the shady side of the steamer, he took a dipper full 
of water from the rusty steel can there. He drank slowly 
and without apparent relish, while his eyes wandered dully 
to the separator, where his predecessor was still unloading 
bundles. Evidently he was to have a rest. He replaced the 
lid on the can, and, laying the dipper on top, returned 
listlessly to the shade of his load. Throwing off his hat, with 
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a slight sigh he stretched out on the stubble, his clasped hands 
under his head serving as a pillow. His yellow hair was 
damp, and big beads of perspiration stood out on his pale 
forehead. His features were pinched and worn-looking, though 
still immature. His frame was slight, and his chest rose 
and fell perceptibly. 
HpHE boy looked up at the brilliant sky through half-closed 
eyes, while the ceaseless, rhythmical refrain of the steam 
engine throbbed in his head, Pukka-chukka-pukka-chukka-
pukka-chukka-pukka-chukka. . . . Rambling thoughts flitted 
through his brain. How tired he was—and hungry! How long 
was it since he had had a square meal? When dinner time 
came—if it ever did—would he be able to hold the food down 
on his empty stomach? Pukka-chukka-pukka-chukka-pukka-
chukka Had he just imagined it, or had the other men 
really looked strangely at him and muttered comments to one 
another? He had heard somewhere that threshers became 
angry with men who did not take full-sized loads. He knew 
his loads weren't as big as those of the other men. Pukka-
chukka-pukka-chukka. . . . But how could he help it? He 
had lived in the city all his life; he didn't have a knack 
of laying the sheaves like bricks in a wall so that they would 
not be jolted off on the way to the machine. If he tried 
to make a big load he always lost half of it. Besides, would 
those other men do much better than he was doing if they 
h#d not had a substantial meal for days—if their fare in that 
time had consisted mainly of green apples? Pukka-chukka-
pukka-chukka. . . . Yes, apparently he was doomed to be a 
failure at threshing—as at everything else. 
He had made some nice botches in his time. Take that 
college episode, for instance. His parents had wanted him 
to have a college education, even though they were far 
from being rich. By much saving and sacrificing they had at 
last managed in the worst of the depression to send him to the 
state university—where he had flunked out. He remembered 
very clearly his last meeting with the dean—that official's 
effort to be kind and sympathetic; then his arrival home and 
the deep and only partially concealed disappointment of 
his family. Pukka-chukka-pukka-chukka. . . . 
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HTHERE was nothing for a young fellow to do at home, es-
pecially for one who had failed in college. He had hitch-
hiked and ridden freight cars; he had gone hungry and shel-
terless; he had worked at various occupations; he had been 
discharged as often as not; and, finally, this morning near 
a little Iowa town he had stopped at a farm house to ask for 
breakfast, offering to work for it. Luck had been with him at 
last. The farmer, in desperate need of a hired hand, because 
of the scarcity of men during the harvesting season, had 
seized on him as at a straw, given him a team of horses and 
a hayrack, and sent him over to one of the neighbors' to help 
thresh. The farmer hadn't given him any breakfast, though 
Pukka-chukka-pukka-chukka-pukka-chukka 
Now if he could hold this job he could make a little money, 
for the farmer would need a man several days. But could he 
hold it? Probably not; even threshing seemed to be beyond 
his attainments. 
He sat up and, clasping his hands around his knees, gazed 
into the white, glaring sunlight. The panting of the engine 
assumed a special significance; it drummed at him with sicken-
ing persistency . . . . YouWe-a-failure-you're-a-failure-you're-
a-failure-you're-a-failure-you're-a-failure. . . . Well, so he was, 
but after all, was it his fault? Could he help it that he 
didn't amount to anything? No one could say that he hadn't 
tried. . . . Glancing over to the separator, he saw that his 
predecessor was driving away. With an exclamation he jumped 
to his feet. . . . 
A T HIS post behind the feeder platform stood the separator 
man, oil can in hand. Mouth wide open, his unshaven 
chin wagging slightly with the vibration of the machine 
beneath him, he surveyed the kid with scowling disfavor . . . . 
"Damn kid . . . with his half-a-load . . . The other boys is 
kickin' . . . Can't blame 'em, either . . . I'd kick myself if 
I was in their place . . . What t'ell does Ed Smith mean, sendin' 
a kid like that to thrash? . . . Guess I'll jist have to tell the 
kid to get out after this load and make Ed get a new man . . . 
Yup . . . .??" 
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Each time the kid lifted a bundle, a thrill of coldness 
swept through him. "Will I keel over before I get through?" 
he wondered. He hardly felt the smothering heat at all. 
The white glare of the sun blinded him; he could barely make 
out the yellow straw pile in front of him. Everything was 
blurred. He was unconscious of the rattle and roar of the 
separator. Each time he lifted a bundle he fought off, by 
sheer will power, a numbing wave of weakness. . . . After an 
eternity, however, he actually did throw off the last bundle, 
and, face drawn and white, tottered to the front of the rack 
to pick up the reins. 
"Hey!" 
Slowly raising his head, the boy encountered the stern gaze 
of the separator man, who was kneeling and beckoning with 
his finger. 
"After this either take bigger loads or get the hell out of 
here! We got thrashing to do. If you can't do any better 
than you been doing, get out!" Having delivered his speech, 
the separator man arose and carefully squirted oil in an oil 
hole. 
HpHE words fell dully on the kid's mind. Exhausted, he 
drove his team and rack out of the way and jumped 
lamely to the ground. One hand on the side of the rack, 
he stood, swaying slightly, while bitterness welled up within 
him. 
Turning to gaze back toward the humming separator, he 
saw approaching him the farmer who had that morning 
hired him. "Probably coming to put in his two cents' worth," 
he thought sullenly, and a kind of desperation filled him. In 
his overpowering weakness he felt a cold anger towards the 
world. Maybe he didn't amount to anything, but other people 
were a thousand times worse. He at least had a little feeling— 
a little sympathy. Other people were like a pack of wolves; 
they jumped on you when you were down; they ground you 
under their heels. 
The farmer's shrewd blue eyes appraised the pale, defiant 
boy. "I'm sorry, kid," he said. Then, with some concern, 
"You look bad! Here, I can't help you now, but—" With a 
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quick glance around him he fished in his pocket a moment 
and then thrust something into the boy's hand— "here, take 
this—for your morning's work. Now buy yourself a square 
meal and go home—home to your parents, I mean. Get goin'!" 
HPHE kid glanced indifferently in his hand, and then stared in-
credulously at a crumpled five-dollar bill. All of a sud-
den his bitter feelings were blotted out by other emotions— 
soft ones. He tried to stammer his thanks, but a lump rose 
in his throat to choke him, and the sound that came out was 
suspiciously like a sob. The farmer was already gone. Wheel-
ing blindly, the kid stumbled across the stubble-field toward 
the distant highway—the white ribbon of pavement, where cars 
whizzed to and fro. . . . 
Behind him the toiling threshers sweat and swore in the 
noonday heat; the grain spewed forth from the spout, and the 
separator man's chin wagged ever so slightly with the vibration 
of the machine beneath him. The steamer panted and strained 
and glistened black in the glaring sunlight, while sooty smoke 
rolled from its funnel up to the beautiful, cloudless sky. Pukka-
chukka-pukka-chukka-pukka-chukka. . . . 
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